Dressing a Skeleton

a particular poetry, and we would think of Baudelaire, more es-
pecially, it is obvious, too, that a most curious book might be
devoted to them. There have even been draughtsmen, or lesser
artists, who have given their lives to such a task. For this martyro-
logy would need a lifetime before it was completed, if set down in
all its morbid detail with its necrophilic sadnesses and beauties.

Of such morbid obsessions there is no evidence at Aveiro. In-
stead, there are intoxicating prettiness and gaiety, qualities that
are quite gone from us in our contemporary world. The apple
greens, but of many kinds of apples, a pomology, in fact; the
sugar pinks; the catalogue of blues, such are the bergere or
bucolic graces. And, if we go into their workshops, we would
find incessant preparation and a life as full with ceremonies and
festivals as upon any isle of Bali. In some sense, indeed, but for the
dancing, there are distinct parallels in the world of fantasy and
legend with which they were surrounded, as in the temporary
nature, the paper and plaster of their decorations, objects which
would be destroyed to-morrow, for their criterion was newness.
The quality of permanence is, after all, not essential to a work of
art. There must be lighter things which are only good because
new. Such is the particular enchantment of Aveiro; little objects,
as though of yesterday, that will be gone to-morrow.

Yesterday and to-morrow, but how distant! It is all lost to us;
just beyond reach, but not touching on to-day. There is, in all
certainty, another night to live through before the slanting beams
of morning. That belonged to the morning or evening of another
world, the evening, in fact, and just before the sunset. Such are
the bright, clear colours, which are in exaggeration, for the mid-
day world is not like this. They lived, not in an afterglow, but
just before the colour died, in a moment of hyperbole, of ex-
aggerated stillness, when no one moved, and all eyes watched the
sunset. Perhaps the light stayed later here than in some other
places, here on the edge of ocean, where the long beams lie upon
the water. There is an unreal emphasis, as of a wonderful, an ex-
ceptional moment. We are watching a sky spectacle which can
never be repeated, a feeling everyone will know, with its expect-
ancy that something may happen. But, indeed, it is to our own
purpose to exaggerate this moment. The opportunity is our
pkything.